THE  TRAIN
the doctor. He would be tall and slender, slightly stoop-
ing, stumbling slightly. ... No, in the army they would
have taught him to walk well. He would be holding
himself erect and marching straight ahead. They would
come closer to each other. "Dad!" Igor would say, and
fling his arms round him. "Daddy! It's you! I didn't
know you in your tunic ..." And they would both have
tears of happiness in their eyes.
Or else ... Igor did not have any tears in his eyes, and
didn't hasten to embrace him. "Hullo, Dad," he would
say, holding out his hand. The doctor would swallow
down the tears which even now were rising to his throat,
he would stand beside his son and they would look at the
ruins of their home. It would be getting dark. "Well,
let's go," Igor would say, and they would go to Alex-
ander Ivanovich to ask if they could spend the night
there. Old Polina Alexeyevna, whom he had treated for
inflammation of the liver, would open the door and throw
up her hands in surprise. "Good gracious, it's you!"
she'd cry. "And we've got Igor here, he's only just come,
Igor! Come here!" But of course not—where would
another Igor come from, he'd already found Igor, there
he was, with him, they'd come to spend the night. His
dreams were confused, his thoughts were confused,
Polina Alexeyevna had died of starvation during the
blockade. And it's only on the stage that such meetings
happen, not in real life. ...
But what does happen? Is there anything at all? Or is
there nothing left in the world but grief?
Finally he fell asleep. When he awakened it was
evening, the lamp was burning, and the truck was
empty. The train had stopped. The doctor had sat up
on the bed and was wondering how to find out if there
was much further to go, when the head conductor
entered and said:
"Leningrad."
The halt at K* would be a long one, and as there was
a lull, Danilov allowed part of the staff to go out.
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